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. The Hiibry of 

t As they are faring, the Evince andVo, ■ 

Pnn.Y our money -Yet Upon them , they alkrun awaj,Jf‘ 
Vojin. Villains. Jfiaffe after a How or two,runne,’a m f 

{^leaving the booty behinde them, . } 1 

Vri. Got with much eafe.Nbw merrily to horfe,the then- 
are Scattered, and pofieft with fear fottrongly, that they i 
i)ot meet each other, each take his follower an officer -Jl 
good Nedfalftaffe fweats to death, anti lards the- lean earth!! 
he walks along : wert not for laughing, I foould pitty him 
Voy. Howtherogueroar’d ! Exem;: 

Enter Hot fur folus, reading a letter 
B ut for mU'.e own part , my Lord , f could be well contentedto 
there , in ref ell oft he love / boar your houfe. 

He could be contented,why is he not then? in refpeftoftb 
love he bears our houfe.- he foews in this, he loves his oil 
barn better then he loves our houfe. Let me fee -fome more. * 
The purpofeyoU undertake is dangerous. 

Why that’s certain, tisdangerous to take a cold, to fleep.to 
drink ; but I tell you (my lord fbol^ out of this nettle dang# 
we pluckt this flower fafety. 

The purpofe you undertake is dangerous, \hc friends yon ml 
uncert ain, the time it felfunf irted, and your whole plot too Mi, 
for the count erpoife of To great an opposition. 


Say you foiay you fb?I fay unto yoff again, you are a Mo? 
cowardlyronde,andyou he: whata lack-brain is this? by tk 
Lord our plot is a good plot as ever was laid, our friend true 
and conftant:a good plot, good friends, and fullof expetfatioii, 
an excellent plot, very good friends • what a frofty-fpirital. 
rogue is this? why my L.of recommends the plot, and the 
generall courfe of the adion. Zounds and I were now by this 
rafeal,! could brain him with his ladies fanne.Is there not my' 
father, my unkle, and my felfi L, Edmond Mortimer, my E>. of 
Torke, and Owen Glendower ? Is there not befides the Dowgld 
have I not all their letters to meet me in arms by the ninth of 
the next rnoneth? and are they not fome of them fet forward 
already? What a pagan rafcallis this and Infidel? Ha,youiMi 
fee now ip very fincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to th; 
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KiHg,andlayopenallourproceedings.O,I could dividemy 
fclfe,and goe to buffets, for moving fuch a difh of skim Milke 
with do honourable an a<ftion,Hanghim,let him tell theKing, 
we are prepared.I will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady. 
How now Kate, I muft leave you within this two hourcs. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 

For what offence have I this fortnight beene 
A banifht woman from my Harriesbsd ? 

Tell me,fweete Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,pleafure, and thy golden fleepe ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes unto the earth. 

And ftart fo often when thou fiefi alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy checker. 

And given my treafurcs and my rights of thee. 

To thicke-ey’d muling, and curlt melancholy ? 

In my faint (lumbers, I by thee watcht, 

And heard thee murmure tales ofyron warres, 
Speaketearmesofmannage to thy bounding Steed. 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt 
Of fellies, and retires, trenches, and tents. 

Of Pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafilisks, of cannon , cul verin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome,and of fouldiers fiainc. 

And all the current of a headdy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beenc fo at warre. 

And thus hath fo befturd thee in thy fleepe , 

That beds of fweat have flood upon thy brow. 

Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame. 

And in thy face ftrange motions have appear’d. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fiidden haftc. O what portents are thefe 5 
Some heavy bufinefle hath my L ord in hand 
And I muft know it, elfehe loves me not. 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the Packet cone? 

Ser. He is my Lord, an houreagoe. 

?/^ atl ?"? rbrou§ht thofehorf es fromthe Sheriffs ? 

Lord, he brought even now. 

- What Horfe ■ a Roane, a dfop-eare, i s it not ? 
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